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OK the little coats and Rowns.

And make the house-olac- e neat;
Put some cakes for traveling

Keneath the v,aon seat;
Give an extra mi ss of oats

To Rood old Jim and Gray
W'f're coins home to father's house

For Thanksgiving day.

So oft we've lived the Journey o'er
Wiih the welcome at the end.

Eweet mother's kisses on our check.
And the har.d-clasp- each friend;

And many a time the little ones
Have traveled In their play

"All the way to grandpa's house
For Thanksgiving day."

The dear home fields have yielded up
l'hfr!r Brasses and their grain;

The bins and barns are runninjro'er
From orchard and from plain:

And with the rich year's discipline.
Its hours of work and play.

Some fairer things are harvested
For Thanksgiving day.

Oi:r arms, so full of
The years have helped us win,

jlave opened wide enough to let
A little stranger in.

For the first time two little feet.
From ru:el-lan- d astray,

"V" ill toddle Into grandpa's house
For Thanksgiving day.

We know the place is all astir
With plans of coodly fare.

And mother's look and mother's voice
Are present everywhere:

And to a neighbor dropping In
Phe pauses Just to say:

"'The children are all coming home
For Thanksgiving day."
Mary K. Putts. In Harper's Weekly.

GIVE THANKS.

Vher.k Clod for the glorious gift of life.
And this beautiful world of ours,

Vith Its shimmering seas, and waving
trees.

Its frot, and dew and flowers:
I'or radiant moons and tramiuiljunes.

For sunshine and for rain:
Fcr pearly dawns and crystal morns,

Fcr mountain, mead and plain.

Th.mk Ood 'or treasures that He gives
From earth and tree and vine:

For polden yields from fertile lields.
For flax and wool and wine;

For healthful roots: for ruddy fruits;
For I'lenty's laden horn;

For flocks and herds, for bees and birds.
Give thanks this festive morn.

Clve thanks for reunited bands.
For hearth and home and health;

For faith and love, so sure to provo
Sweater than fame or wealth;

For hopes that bless, tor lips' carers.
For counsel and for cheer,

thanks upon this morn that brings
The feast of all the year.

Good Housekeeping.

iCt Vsr8 ek ,icrc --Mar-

y ,p -JL MfiL' Curtis, as he
back from the brctikfast table

on Thanksgiving morning and wiped
his mouth on the nearest piece of table-
cloth, he could pet hold of, "this is reg-'la- r

Thankspivin' weath-
er."

"Yes," replied Aunt Martha, as she
scraped the butter off her plate back cm

tin butterdish.
"Six inches of snow and cold 'nuff to

i'reee a dog."
"Yes."
"I hain't pot much to do this mornin',

iind 1 guess I'll run down to Widder
Black's and see what 1 can do for 'em.
It's i tarnai shame, the luck that wom-

an has had."
"Some of us pit along and some of ns

don'!." drawled Aunt Martha, as she
j ut the meat scraps on a plate for the
Jog.

"Durned if we don't!"
"Benjamin, don't cuss. A cussin'

nian'll never come to any good."
"Who's 1 said it was

tarnai shame, and so it is. Jim Black
was along as well as any of us
when that well caved in on him and
made his wife a widder. It wasn't 'nuff
that she was hard-worki- an' econo-nii.in- ',

but she must go n' fall down
and break her leg. and her baby hain't
over a year old. Who's takin' keer of
her?"

"Banner Bcbee. ' I meant to hev pone
down yisterday. but them pips' feet had
to 1m? taken keer of. I guess I'll make
up a basket of stuff to send along. Han-

ner Bebee is a purty pood pal on pork
and lieans nnd sich, but she ain't no
hand to git up dainties. You give her
lay luv and tell her she's got to be ripht
up and down with Hanner to git a full
day's work out o' her."

When Tncle Ben set out he carried a
basket which contained jelly cake, tea,
a pumpkin pie and other articles, and as
he pursued his way along the frozen
road he drew his old fur cap down over
nis ears and soliloquized:

"Yaas, darn my buttons, but I'm sor-
ry fur Nancy Black. On top of all the
ether hard luck comes that

mortgage on he farm, and
it's my solemn opinion she'll never be
able to raise it. If I was able I'd buy
nxtd hold it, but I hain't. I've got to
see Rquar' Potter, the old skinflint, and
tell him he must jjive ths widder and

the fatherless a show. The tarnai old
critter is probably countin the days tiil
he, kin turn 'em outdoors, but if he ever
tries it he'll hear what the folks around
here thinks of him. 1 see that Hanner
has pot a purty good fire m the kitchen,
but 1 don't believe she's fed the stock.
As Aunt Martha says: 'Hanner is one of
them sort o gals who can't work with-
out a boss.' "

Uncle Ben turned into the gate, passed
around the house and entered the kitch-
en without knocking, to find Hannah
doing up the breakfast dishes.

"Mornin', Hannah. How's the wid-
der and the fatherless?"

"She rested purty well last night," re-
plied the girl.

"Fed the stock yet?"
"No; I was just poin' out."
"That's just like the Bebees alius

an hour behind time! When yer fa-

ther died and his funeral was sot fu"
two o'clock it didn't come off till three.
I'll do the chores fur ye this mornin'.

HE DREW III9 OLD FCR CAP

and you see if the widder and the fa-

therless kin find anything in that
basket to tempt their appetites."

Half an hour later Uncle Ben reen-
tered the kitchen and marched through
to the sittinp-roo- m bedroom to see the
unfortunate widow.

"Say, Nancy, I'm dog pone sorry fur
ye!" he said, as he wippled out of his
overcoat and flunp his cap on the floor.
"Here it is Thankspivinp day and
everybody pittin' ready to canter
"round and stuff their stomachs, and
you in here with a broken leg! I
say it's a tnmal shame!"

"It's an unfortunate thing.Uncle Ben,"
the widow replied, "but 1 on going to
try and not worry over it. Who knows
but what it is all for the best?"

"Mebbe 'tis, but I'll le hanped if I
believe it! Aunt Martha sent her luv,
and I guess she'll be down about Satur-
day."

"She is very, very kind."
"And she said you'd hev to boss Han-

ner more or less to make her step
.iround. Some folks hev to be sorter
driv. ye know."

"Hannah is doing very well. I'm glad
to say."

"How's the young 'un?"
"As pood as pie."
"That's nice. Some youngsters is nil

right, and some seem to be possessed of
the old Harry. Book a here, Nancy, 1

hain't no hand to go pokin" my nose
into other people's bizness, as 1 guess
you'll allow, but thar's a matter I'd
like to ask about. You remember we if
went to skulo together, and the night
we hud the spclliu' bee you'n me was
the last ones up, I went down on 'dock-trin- e,

and you went ahead 'till the
teacher was pretty nigh tuckered out.
I kinder feel us if I was related to ye,
ye know."

"Yes; what do you want to talk about.
Uncle Ben?"

"About that mortgage. In course I
knov thar's one on the farm, fur I was
with Jim when he pot the money, but
how about the interest?"

"I won't be able to pay a shilling of
it when due." to

"You don't tell mel"
"On the Erst day of the month the

farm will probably be advertised for
sale, but I believe the law allows me
to stay on for a few months."

"Has Squar' Potter bin up here
lately?"

"He was here yesterday. He will take
the place as soon as the law allows."

"The blamed old skunk! Excuse my of
cuss words, Nancy, but when I'm ex-

cited they slip ripht out. If that old as
skinflint turns you outer house and
home I'll po down the road and takeoff
my coat and lick him 'till he bellers
like a calf!"

"No, Uncle Ben. ne lends his money
to live on the interest, and it is only of
ripht that he should be paid. I was
in hopes to be able to pay him the in-

terest, but this misfortune will pre-
vent."

"It's a downripht shnme, and I don't
keer who hears me say so! Say, Nancy,
thar's a heap o' shelled corn on the
barn floor which prter be winnowed
out and put away afore the rats lug it
off."

"1 was hunting for a box to put it
in when I fell and broke my leg. If
you'll go up into the attic. Uncle Ben,
you'll probably find something. I be-

lieve
ma

there's an old blue chest up there
with nothing in it, and it will hold the I
corn."

"D'ye mean that old chist which Jim
bid oil at auction over to Jackson's
vendue ?"

"Yes."
I was thar and bid two r.hillki's

fur it. Jim raised my bid to thirty
cents and pot it fur a wood box. Never
used it, eh? 1 believe Jackson said he
pot that chist at a baggage sale in
Boston a dozen years before, an' thar'
was a lot o duiis in it which hev be-

longed to some furreigner. Wall. I'll go
up and hev it down and take keer of
that corn. Corn is to be com
afore next spring. I s'pose Hanner
Bebee would walk over that pile a hun-
dred times and never see it. The
Bebees was a pood-hearte- d lot, but per-feck- ly

shiftless."
In the farmhouse attic, stored away

with quilt frames, broken chairs,
bunches of mayweed and catnip, and
hingeless trunks and boxes. Uncle Ben
found the old blue chest. There was a
thick layer of dust on the lid, and he

DOWN OVKIt UIS EYES.

dusted it off with a bunch of herbs and
muttered:

"Whew! but how the dust does' git
into a house! Ya as, that's the same
old chist, and I laffed at Jim all the way
hum) for buyin' it. Come outer here
and downstairs and be sum pood fur
sumthin'! Guess you'll hold all that
corn and a bushel or so more. If Han-
ner Bebee had bin the right sort of gal
she'd hev "

"Dttrn my hind buttons and
Banner, whar be ye!

Struck my hide if I hain't broke every
bone in my body and busted myself
all to flinders! Hanner! Hanner!"

"What's happened?" shouted Han-

nah from the foot of the kitchen stairs.
"This blamed old chist has went and

goue and knocked me head over heels
down them attic stairs and killed me
as dead as a door nail. Hurry up and
git the durned thing ofFn me!"

"Why, Uncle Ben!" exclaimed Han-nn-

as she reached the chamber floor
and found the old farmer doubled up at
the foot of the attic ladder and the old
blue chest holding him fast.

"(lit it ofTn me!" he shouted. "That's
jest like a lichee! The time your fa-

ther's cow fell in the well he took two
hours to think of it and let her die!
Hang it, do ye want to break my back!"

"You'll soon be a pirate if you keep
on cussin'," said Hannah, as she pulled
the chest away and helped him up.

"I'm a pirate now, and dop-pon- e me
I don't cuss all the rest of the day!"

shouted Uncle Ben. "Thar, dura ye,
take that and that! Why, I'll bust
ye all to smash and throw the pieces
into the lire!"

It is needless to explain that he
kicked the chest instead of Hannah,
and that the busting and smashing
also referred to the ancient-lookin- g re-

ceptacle. The bottom was turned to-

ward him. and the third kick from his
heavy cow-hid-e a portion of it pave Wjay
nnd Hannah uttered a shriek of sur-
prise.

"Lemme nt it! Lemme bust it all
kindlin's," shouted Uncle Ben, as he

danced around.
"Ixxjk, Uncle Ben see there!"
"Money gold and silver dog-gon- e

my steers!"
Yes. it was money gold and silver

coins of Holland and Germany. There
was a false bottom to the chest, and
they had been hidden under it for a
dozen years or more. It was the chest

a Holland immigrant, but how it
had gone astray and finally been sold

unclaimed no one could have found
out, had they wanted to. There was
just seven hundred and fifty dollars in
the "find," and Uncle Ben carried it
downstairs in his old fur cap and
poured It out on the bed before the eyes

the wondering and astonished crip-
ple, and said:

"Nancy Black, it's all yours every
dollar of it, and thar's 'nuff to pay the
mortgage and the doctor and leave j'e
sumthin to boot."

"And you found it in the old chest?"
"That's whar' it was, but if the

Warned thing hadn't fell on me nobody
woui,! her knowed about it. Nancy,
I'm dogponed glad!"

"Oh, Uncle Ben, the Lord hns not de-

serted me. after all!" jhe sobbed.
"No, I guis not, but if I hadn't got

l and cussed and kicked you'd never
hev got it. The Lord sorter helped,

s'pose, but cussin did the most of it,
and from this time on Martha may

blow all-- she's a mind to, h it I'm goln
to say all the J
wanter." Detroit Free Press.

THE PURITAN THANKSGIVING.

A Story of Uncomplaining Fortitude. Sple-- n

did Faith and Undaunted Heroism.
In what penury, what hardship, what

tense of exile, what darkness of bereave-
ment, wh;t dependence upon the Di-

vine hand and gratitude for its bounty,
were the earliest Thanksgivings kept!
The story of the Plymouth colony can
never be too often recalled bv Amer
icans, i'or uncomplaining fortitude.
for sturdy endurance, for strcnptli
that knew no fuiterinp, for splendid
faith and undaunted heroism, that
story has no equal on the pupe of his-
tory. Many delicate women died in
those first years, but we never read
that they weakened in courage whilj
they lived. Theirs was the underlying
mipht of a purpose which had its root
in principles; and, whoever may cele-
brate the l'ilprim Fathers, women
should forever keep preen the memory
of the heroic l'ilprim .Mothers.

We like to think of the proups which
assembled nt those I'urltau dinner
tables in those far-awa- y days. The
harvests were reaped; the churches an.l
the school-house- s were built; thj chil-
dren were broupht up in the fear jf
God. In the cold meetinp-hous- e on
the top of the nearest hill there had
been a lonp service, prayers, psalm-;- ,

sermons, all of a generous prodipality
of time to which we in our rei'pious
services of to-da-y are stranpers. Then
came the unbending, the lavish dinner,
the frolic of the little ones, the talk be-

side the fire, when the parents drew
upon the reminiscences of fair Eng-
land, or of Holland by the sea.

Many a trothplight was spoken in
the twilipht of Thanksgiving day.
Youths and maidens then, as youths
and maidens still, met and fell in love.
The beautiful story which never prows
old was told by the ardent suitor to
the blushing pirl in the Puritan home
as in our households vet.

" Long was the good man's sermon.
But It seemed not so to me.

For he spake of Kuth the beautiful.
And th'.n I thought of thee."

After all, the world changes little in
essentials as time passes. The girl
will wear her blue or her orange a few
days later this year, but on Thanksgiv-
ing day.as on all days, her lover will find
his sunshine in her eyes, and her favor
will lie his highest incentive to manli-
ness and nobility. Harper's Bazar.

a Home Festival.
Thaukspiving should be a Home Fes-

tival as well as a season of praise am!
prayer. There is nothing at all incon-
gruous in such a dual observance. In
the home is the hope of the nation, and
everything which tends to the sweeten-
ing of its atmosphere, the strengthen-
ing of its ties, the perpetuation of its
influence, or the deepening of the affec-

tion of its members, deserves recogni-
tion and encouragement. Better homes
mean a better people uud a better na-

tion.
Let Thanksgiving be then a homeday

n day consecrated to the service of Cod
and to the furtherance of domestic: hap-
piness and family joy. Let it be a time
for calling in all the loved ones, ill the.
wanderers from the old hearthstone,
to reaew again the tender memories of
earlier days, and to rekindle the sympa-
thies nnd affections which time am!
distance often deaden and make cold.
Christian Work.

TUB KINli BIRD.

But ''uneasy liqs the head that wears
a crown." Chicago Mail.

Give Thank for It.
If life Is worth Hvin'

Jest po ahead an' srrle:
Kach day a big Thanksgivin'

That a feller Is allvcl

Alive to feel the sunn!ne
Alive to breathe ttiair:

As man an' boy. to feel the Joy
Of simply bein' here!

The day In darkness closes.
But the stars begin to glow;

The world Is full of roses.
In spite o' all the snow!

Washington Star.

Athletic Exercise.
Perley Hullo, Jinx! going to take

Thanksgiving day off?
Jinz Yes. (ioing to devote it to ath-

letics.
Perley Good. What kind? Golf or

football?
Jinx Neither. I'm going to carve a

turkey I raised myself, for ten people.
There's exercise for you! Harper's
Bazar.

What It Is For.
"What's Thanksgiving for?" asked

a teacher of a primary grade of her
class the other morning as the subject
was mentioned. But the cries of
"Football!" and "Turkey!" were so
mingled that the teacher hadn't the
heart to disabuse the little ones. So
she let it go at that. Indianapolis
Sentinel.

Ills Last.
Bripgs This is probably the last

Thanksgiving Bickerly will celebrate.
Griggs How's that?
Eriggs It's the-dn- y he's going to bo

married on. Brooklyn Life.

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

The manuscripts of the fifth and
twelfth centuries are written with
very good black ink which has not
shown the least signs of fading or ob-
literation.

Li Chang-fan- the adopted son of
Viceroy Li Hung Chang, since his re-

turn from the peace conference in
Japan last April, has been occupying
his leasure hours in superintending
the building of a handsome house in
foreign style inside the capacious gar
dens of his father at Wuhu.

Gustav Freitag ordered in his will
that all letters written to him should
be restored to the writers or their
heirs, and that nothing of his own
should be published that he had not
expressly intended should be printed.
"What is not finished or is a failure,"
he wrote, "does not belong to the
market, and I do not wish to annoy
readers by my youthful efforts."

The German Emperor William has
sent a portrait of himself to the eui-ne- nt

painter Andreas Achenbach, who
has just celebrated his eightieth birth-
day at Dusseldorf. Herr Achenbach
has received a large number of con-
gratulatory letters and telegrams from
various academies of art and from his
admirers.

The sultan of Turkey spends five
thousand dollars daily for his table.
He has no dining-roo- m and the serv-
ants serve his meals wherever they can
find him. The dishes are covered and
sealed with the imperial seal, which is
put on in the kitchen by the prand
vizier, the idea being that the sultan
may be certain that his food has not
been poisoned or tampered with.

Mr. Eivind Alstrun, who accom-
panied Lieut. Peary in his first great
journey over the ice-ga- p of Greenland
to Independence bay, is writing a book
on the experiences of himself and gal-
lant leader. As a matter of honor, Mr.
Alstrup will not have the work trans-
lated and published in English until
after Mr. Peary has issued his book.

But three members of the supreme
court were not appointed by either
Mr. Harrison or Mr. Cleveland. These
are Justice Field, appointed by Presi-
dent Lincoln in 1SU3: Justice Harlan,
of Kentucky, appointed by president
Hayes in 1S77, and Justice Gray, of
Massachusetts, appointed by President
Arthur in 1SS1 to the vacancy which
the late Koscoe Conkling emphatically
declined to fill.

The Codex ITpsal differs from every
other known manuscript in the fact
that it was written with silver ink on
violet parchment, the initials being of
gold. The secret of the manufacture
of this silver ink is not definitely
known, though it is suspected that
some solution of the metal was em-
ployed in the writing an 1 then subse-
quently treated with chemicals to give
the metallic luster and effect.

Mrs. Xewcomb McGee, of Washing-
ton city, daughter of Prof. Newcomb,
the famous astronomer, has the dis-
tinction of being the second woman
elected a fellow of the American Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Science-Sh- e

is also a member of the Anthro-
pological society. She was graduated
in medicine from the Columbian uni-
versity in Washington, and is now at
work in the Johns Hopkins hospital in
Baltimore. Mrs. McGee has visited
with her father all the great observa-
tories of Europe, and now accompanies
her husband oa her geological expedi-
tions.

HUMOROUS.

"Howdy do. Barker? Living in
town?" "Y'es. I've come here to diet."
"Diet? Great heavens, man! At the
Sweildorf?' "Exactly. The rich foods
I'd naturally eat are so expensive I
can't buy 'em. so it's plain food or
ttarvation." Harper's Bazar.

So It Was. "I thought this promis-
sory note was gilt-edge- d paper," re-

marked the bank cashier, "but I have
discovered that it was forged." "Then
it really is guilt-edged- ," replied the
president of the institution. Pitts-
burgh Chronicle-Telegrap-

"So your husband is running for
office?" said one woman. "Y'es."
"Keeps hira pretty busy. I suppose."
"Very busy." "Kissed all the babies
in the county, hasn't he?" "No; not
all. He hasn't had' time to even say
.liowd'ye do to his own babies in the
last three weeks." Washington Star.

'
-- A country paper declares that

"Mr. Johnson, a farmer of our village,
on returning to his' house the other
day, found in his ground-floo- r bed-
room, the door of which had been left
open, a cow, probably astray." The
conjecture expressed in the last two
words may be set down as, on the
whole, a fair one. Presbyterian Mes-
senger.

Feminine amenities overheard in
Battersea park. Two ladies seated on
a bench are discussing the bicycle
riders. First Lady "Just look at Mrs.
M. in trousers and tunic! Her hus-

band hasn't been buried three months,
and she used to be so 'down' on
rational dress." Second Lady "Yes,
but she is very economical, ycu know,
and she's wearing ont the late latnent-ed'- s

wardrobe." London Telegraph.
Cruelty "Oh, dear." sobbed Mrs.

Hunnimune, "I knew it would come to
this hut I didn't expect it so soon."
"Has your husband been mistreating
you?' asked her visitor solemnly.
"Y-yes.- " she sobbed. "He says I want
my own way all the time." "And
won't he let you have it?" "That's the
worst of it-- He says that he doesn't
care if I have my own y all the
time, ut that I won't make up my
mind at it is." Washington Star.

A cockney solicitor, who was char-
acteristically mixed up in the use of
his h's, while visiting New York met
the late Mr. Marbury, one of the wits
of the New York bar. The English-
man, commenting on the legal profes-
sion of New York, said its members
were very proficient and learned, but
that they were absolutely ignorant on
the subject of "hentaii." "Ah," an-
swered Marbury. "my dear sir, we
may be ignorant of the 'het-ail- ,' bnt
our knowledge of the 'cocktail' is un-
surpassed." Sn Francisco Argonaut.

HOME HINTS AND HELPS.

VealToast: Lay slices of toast npoa
a platter; cook the veal steak by plac-
ing in a frying-pa-n containing hoi but-
ter, turning often, nntil nicely
bro.vned. Place upon the toast. Pour
a little water in the frying-pan- , adding
butter, salt and pepper. When boiling
pour over the toast and serve at once.

Farm, Field and Fireside.
Sauce Piquante: Put one fill of

vinegar into a small saucepan with a
teaspoonful of chopped onion and two
of chopped parsley; add half a pint of
brown gravy, one teaspoonful Worces-
tershire sauce, one of mushroom catsup,
one dessertspoonful of chopped ghei-kin- s.

Boil all together about thirty-fiv- e

minutes. Boston Budget.
Steamed Apples: Select nice, sweet

apples; wash and place them in a pan;
turn a little water in the pan and
stew; one-ha- lf cup sugar over as manv
apples as will cover the bottom of the
pan; then cover with another pan and
cook till done. If preferred, yon can
stew the juice down and turn it over
the apples. They are much nicer thai
when baked. Farmers' Voice.

Sally Lunn: One quart of floor,
one-hal- f pint of milk, one gill yeast,
two ounces of butter, two tablespoon-ful- s

of white sugar and a teaspoonful
of salt; beat eggs very light; mix all
the ingredients and set to rise over
night. When risen, pour without stir-
ring, into a mold and set to rise for an
hour before baking. This is the great
supper dish so much used in Virginia.

Detroit Free Press.
Rice Griddlecakes: ctir a cupful

of cold boiled rice into a quart of
sweet milk, and allow it stand undis-
turbed for half an hour. Then add a
teaspoonful of salt, half a cupful of
melted butter, a cupful of flour and a
teaspoon fnl of soda dissolved in a lit-
tle water. Stir thoroughly together
and test on the griddle. If the cakes
show a disposition to break, add a lit-
tle more flour. Good Housekeeping.

Boiled Potatoes: Wash and proper-
ly clean as many potatoes as you wish
to cook: place in a kettle and cover
with boiling water; add a little salt
and boil until you can pass a fork
through them, then drain ff the
water and place on back of the stove
and cover with a cloth, and let them
steam dry; then peel and serve. Don't
let them get overdone or they will be
watery and unfit to eat. Housekeeper.

Tapioca and Apple Pie: Steep a
teacupful of fine tapioca in tepid
water overnight. Line the edges of a
pie-dis- h with good pastry. Line some
good baking apples, peeled, cored, and
t.1 iced, and put them in an inch layer
in a pie-dis- scatter sugar over, then
a layer of tapioca, which has been
drained off from the water, and a few
bits of butter. Continue these layers
nntil the fish is full, then cover with
pastry, and bake in a quick oven till
the apples are thoroughly cooked.
Reeds Mercury.

TABLE HINTS FOR CHILDREN.

Some Suggestion as to the Moat Becom-
ing Conduct.

In talking at the table, if the com-
pany is large, you will usually converse
more with you neighbor than with the
circle as a whole. But at home and in
the family, or at the house of an in-

timate friend, you must do your share
of the entertainment Save 'up the
bright little story and the witty
speech, the funny sayings of a child,
the scrap of news in your Aunt Mary's
last letter, and when a good opportu-
nity offers add your mite to the gen-
eral fund of amusement.

There are dear old gentlemen and
old ladies, too who have favorite
stories which they are rather fond of
telling. People in their own families,
or among their very intimate acquaint-
ances hear these stories more than
once indeed, they sometimes hear
them until they become very familiar.
Good manners forbid any showing of
this any look of impatience or
appearance of boredom on the
part of the listener. The really
weil-bre- d woman or girl listens to
the thrice-tol- d tale, the well-wor- n an-
ecdote, says a pleasant word, smiles,
forgets that she has heard it before,
and does not allow the dear raconteur
to fancy that the story is being
brought out toooften. Good manners
at the table are inflexible on this
point. Yoy must appear pleased. Y'ou
must make up your mind to receive
gratification by imparting it.

Once in awhile an accident happens
at a meal. A cup is overturned; some
unhappy person swallows "the wrong
way;" somebody makes a mistake.
Look at your plate at such a moment,
and nowhere else, unless you can suf-
ficiently control your face and appear-entirel-

unconscious that anything
has occured out of . the usual routine.
Take no notice, and go on with the
conversation, and in a second the inci-
dent will have1 been forgotten by every
one. Harper's Round Table.

Dainty Desserts.
Individual pnddings of all kinds are

in attractive change from the one sent
to the table in a siuple dish. Bread
and rice puddings and custards may
be baked in cups placed while in the
oven in a pan of hot water. Orange
and pineapple shortcakes are seasona-
ble dainties. Bake each shortcake in
the shape of a large baking-powde- r

biscuit, split, and fill with the sweet-
ened fruit juice before sending to the
table. Shortcake made of either of
these fruits is very nice when the cake
is made thin and cut in squares with
the fruit heaped on it and about it
just before serving. I" this case have
a large glass dish full of the pulp of
the fruit on the side table ready to
ser'e with the crust of the cake. N.
Y. Post.

Autumn's Straw lists.
Women's fashions in hats do not

make such sudden changes as do the
men's Real winter styles are not
donned until the winter season has be-

gun, and straw hats are worn nntil
winter costums are en regie, but they
are quite different from the straw hats
of the spring snd snmmer in so far a
tire coloring and trimmings are COB-eern-ed.

Sr. Louis Benublio,


